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Peter Woytuk

On Gods — Real and Unreal
by Duncan Holcomb
Editors' Note: This article is a
response to "A Sermon Upon the
Nonexistence of God," written by
Professor Turner and published in
the last issue of Hika. In his article,
Mr. Turner proposes that the
faculties of the human imagination
can create and shape God. Mr.
Turner proceeds to argue that
belief" must be dissociated from
traditional understandings of
knowledge and existence, to be
redefined as "the commitment with
which one invents God." We publish
Mr. Holcomb s article with the hope
of fostering further discussion on this
subject.
Ivan Karamazov says, "If there is no
God, then anything is permitted."
Frederick Turner posits three 'con
ventional' solutions to this problem, all
of which he measures to be inadequate
to fill the cosmic shoes of the source of
Meaning. We would do well to re
examine these admittedly false
premises, for they may help provide a
pathway to a greater understanding of
what a "god" really is.
The first solution, according to Mr.
Turner, can be found in John Locke's
treatises of government, where "reason
and enlightened self-interest" provide
the basis for a well-ordered society. To
be sure, Locke believed in "God", but
his god does not seem to play any
historical role other than that of
Creator. If there ever was a Lockean
democracy it must be the United States
of America, where ultimacy has been
transferred from cross to flag (surely it
is heresy to place Old Glory on the
ground?). A presumably pious
clergyman was assigned the rather
magnanimous task of writing the
Pledge of Allegiance, and Congress
Duncan Holcomb '80 is a synoptic major in
Religion and Sociology. He hails from
Gadsden, Alabama and is in IPHS.

amended it to include the words "under
God." Rather than separating Church
and State, we have done away with
one by incorporating it into the other.
But there is a three-fold problem with
this solution, says Mr. Turner. First,
man cannot live by reason alone. This
is true not only because reason is not
necessarily reasonable, as Mr. Turner
points out, but also because man is not
really a reasonable animal anyway.
Secondly, the "democratic state is too
boring to be endured by a large
minority of human beings," a premise
this student holds to be absolutely
untrue. There is nothing more easy or
enjoyable than to believe in "America,
right or wrong," for the never-ending
mythology of the battle between the
sons of Light and the sons of Darkness
both sets a stage of great excitement,
and precludes any moral judgements
about the "reasonableness" of war.
This leads us to the third problem with
Locke's democracy, which is simply
that there seems to be no logical reason
for man to assume that he takes
precedence over other animals. But,
historically speaking, very few have
seen this as a moral problem. Darwin
ushered in the immensely important
idea that the "survival of the fittest" is
a simple, biological fact. In order to
create our present Lockean democracy
we have eliminated everything from
trees to American Indians, simply
changing our rationalization from
"survival of the fittest" to a more
religiously nationalist "manifest
destiny." And no one even mentioned
the word "idolatry." The claim that
one's nation transcends moral
judgment in dealings with the rest of
mankind and the rest of nature is a
perfect example of Karamazov's
"anything is permitted", but it will
soon lead us to the conclusion that a
national god can never replace a
universal one.
3

Mr. Turner goes on to examine a
second possible answer to Karamazov:
the answer of the Socialists. They see a
justification for their peculiar form of
social order in history itself. The
problem here, says Mr. Turner, is that
the consequence of belief in historical
ends in themselves are responsible for
some of the cruelest, most tyrannical
acts in history of the world. The ends
did not justify the means. They never
did, and never will. In short, these men
and women tried to play God, and the
innocent (as usual) paid for their sins.
But Mr. Turner makes an assumption
here which is not as sustained by
historical experience as was his original
premise. He states that "the
revolutionary's self-sacrifice on the
altar of history is like the drunkard's
self-sacrifice to the drug." This is true
when the sacrifice is itself the drug. But
history and mythology (if these terms
can be separated) are full of examples
of those whose true power was not
realized until it had been put to the
ultimate test: death. For, as Hegel has
pointed out, the truth can never be
destroyed. That is not to say you
cannot burn it, lynch it, shoot it, or
give it hemlock, for you can do that
very easily. You can even strip it, whip
it, nail it to a cross, bury it deep in the
ground and roll a great stone over it.
But it will always rise up to confront
you again. And once it has done that,
then you can truly see the difference
between it and "the value of paper
money, for instance, or the rules of a
game."
The third answer is perhaps the one
with which we are most familiar. The
idea here is that we must create a class
of supermen who are able to bear botVi
the terrible reality of the non-existence
of God, and its logical consequences.
But Mr. Turner makes the crucial point
that unbelief has no more logical
justification than belief. After all,

belief is relative. The conclusion is that
any belief is justifiable as long as it is
consistent with unbelief. The earth, for
instance, can be said to be either
moving or unmoving, dependent upon
one's relative position. The idea that it
moves was most disquieting to those
living in the sixteenth century, for one
feels much more in control when at the
center of things. The class of supermen
would theoretically keep such
knowledge to themselves, while the
common people continued to live in
blissful ignorance. The only problem is
that this third answer is simply a
better disguised version of the second.
History has shown that such an
arrangement is well-nigh impossible.
And even if there were such a state, the
class of supermen would be hard put to
keep the people from realizing the
eternal truth which sets them free.
There's a Galileo in every crowd.
We are indeed not at the center of
the universe. This is a most disquieting
discovery for people who feel so highly
about scientific advancement, for our
accomplishments thereby lose their
ultimate value. If, as Malraux pointed
out, every man dreams of being God,
then it is only natural for us to want to
restore ourselves to our "rightful"
position in the universe — the center.
And if belief is relative, as Mr. Turner
says, then this is very easily done. We
can simply switch back to the older
belief, which, in relative terms, is of
equal validity: that the sun revolves
around us. We must attempt to re
invent God, says Mr. Turner, the only
problem being that by previous
definition, God cannot be invented. He
already existed, so how can we invent
him? And yet it seems that everyone of
us has his own conception of God.
Paul Tillich said that whatever con
cerns us ultimately is our god. Con
sequently, some of our gods are rather
self-centered. Many see their god as an
old man with a long, white beard, who
they believe will some day come gather
them to live with him in heaven, that
they might learn to play the harp and
bounce around on a cumulonimbus.
The god of others is dressed up in red,
white and blue. He is affectionately
called "Uncle" by his followers. These

faithful ones often make long
pilgrimages to the holy land of D.C.
in order that they might worship him.
Still others devote their entire lives to
the service of their god by working
diligently, keeping a daily vigil over
the rituals of the cathedral church on
Wall Street, and praying that he might
bestow two cars to a garage, and two
unblemished chickens to a pot. It is
therefore not nonsense to say that we
can invent God — everyone does. And
yet, historically speaking, there has
been a problem with these gods. They
soothe us with lies, telling us that our
short-sighted and self-centered
concerns are not meaningless, that
everything is permissible because we
are the center of the universe. But
history does away with that which is
not truth. Our gods fall apart, the
center does not hold, and mere
anarchy is once again loosed upon the
world. In his classic work Dr. Zhivago,
Boris Pasternak portrays this kind of
situation brillantly. He contrasts the
worshipping of man in the Russian
revolution with the meaningful and
life-giving relationship between Lara
and Zhivago. These two did not claim
to be at the center of the universe, or
even above the rest of nature. Rather,
they felt themselves to be an element of
beauty within the world. And that was
quite enough for them.

"Never, never, even in their moments
of richest and wildest happiness, were
they unaware of a sublime joy in the total
design of the universe, a feeling that they
themselves were a part of that whole, an
element in the beauty of the cosmos.
This unity with the whole was the
breath of life to them. And the elevation
of man above the rest of nature, the
modem coddling and worshipping of
man, never appealed to them. A social
system based on such a false premise, as
well as its political application, struck
them as pathetically amateurish and made
no sense to them."

Mr. Turner has pointed out the
problems with contemporary answers
to Ivan Karamazov. But he has
provided no new solution that does not
take as its foundation the worship of
man. The point of this essay is that

4

although we create our own, in
dividual gods, only the real,
meaningful and, above all, selfsacrificing ones point beyond them
selves to the Universal Form of ultimate
Reality. Only these gods can provide a
firm foundation for a lasting moral
order, and a lasting moral society.
In order to re-invent God, Mr.
Turner first finds it necessary to adjust
the common definition of the concept.
"God", he says, "must be redefined as
the kind of thing that can come into
existence, a futurity." Professor John
MacQuarrie recently made the point
that man is the only creature able to
conceive of the past, present and
future, and that this is the only way we
can come to understand Reality. He
employs Einstein's theory of relativity,
which eliminates the necessity to think
of things as a single, temporal suc
cession of events. God can be seen in
both the past (the knowable) and the
future (the doable): indeed, God is
both past and future. This is how he
can heal the ills created by the Lockean
democracy and Marxist socialism — he
can redeem them. This single con
sideration frees God from the future,
where Mr. Turner has sentenced him,
and allows him once again to be
Creator (the Knower) and therefore
Redeemer (the Doer). This, of course,
again displaces us from the center of
the universe, and reinstates the sun as
that around which we revolve. It also
bares our self-centered and idolatrous
gods, demanding that we love others as
much as ourselves. This is not what we
want, but only because we do not yet
see the paradoxes of which Mr. Turner
is most fond. It is only in dying to
ourselves that we can live; it is only
through our unbelief that we can come
to believe.
Ivan Karamazov can be answered in
only one way then: God indeed does
exist, and this is often the very reason
we do not want to believe in him.
What follows from this is that although
we are permitted to do anything, we
know what is impermissible that once
we have made the selfless choice to
believe, then the peculiar shape of that
choice shall be as it was and is now: the
eternal shape of God.

The Lizard Wind
(after A.R. Ammons)
Whenever it's
one of those mid-winter nights
saddled with snow,
I go out
to sum up the storm:
stare it down
and not be one with anything,
just stand
and engage it, never embracing
such sweeping animisms
as the winds send,
the sky a glass lizard
with tongue of ice,
my face slashed fierce
by its lash
(and snow like crumbling lace),
in my man's bones weary
for buried saliences,
my body more tired
than any snow-coated tree
leaning toward ground,
tempted to vast sleep
in my bed of whiteness —
when something (not a voice),
stronger than weather
or imagination
pulls me to my feet:
enough, I tell myself,
get up, you fool,
before you're part
of the harmony idea:
rise:
you've sized it up this far,
now ride it out.
by Frank Bianchi
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Through The Eye of The Crab
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Suzie Kellermeyer

6

Her hull rose up to mine like sails on wind
swept waves, swelling majestically
now that port is near. As she swiftly came to dock,
her hold loaded with the freight of another world,
a breeze rolled off across the harbor mouth
where rotted docks wheeze and choke on collapsing knees.
Tar stained stakes groan against the battering
of crates. The jettisoned barrels of rotted fish
and dead crabs bob ashore riding brown foam
that leaves the reek of last week's haul.
I turn away
and scanning the stories above shop fronts,
I watch a gull as it lunges
from a weather vane over cobbled streets,
wooden fish factories; down a swollen
wind current to his friends pursuing
hot dog buns and half burst pop corn kernals
lofted seaward from the stern
of a departing ferry boat.
By George Nelson
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The Fine Art of Imitation
by Elisabeth Piedmont
Why in the world would anyone want to write an
imitation of The First Satire of the Second Book of
Horace"? This question must be pre-eminent in the mind of
the twentieth-century reader for whom the main criterion
of literature is originality. One of the major obstacles in the
path of our appreciation of eighteenth century poetry is the
fact that we have placed a premium on originality, on
deviation from the normal or general. It is crucial to
remember that for Alexander Pope the highest poetic
expression is that of the universal and of the nonparticular. We must not forget that his goal is to write:
What oft was thought and ne'er so well expressed".
Imitation, in the Aristotelian sense is the essence of art,
mimesis. Pope does not imitate Nature, as Aristotle ad
vocated, but he imitates the ancients whom he believes to
have existed in concordance with Nature. The English
Augustans admire the original period of that name because
of its presumed state of harmony between the civil and the
Natural, the public and the private. It was a time in which

external affairs were sufficiently harmonious to allow the
private cultivation of the soul; art and learning flourished
in the fine minds of the nearly ideal state. Horace is the
embodiment of the values of Augustan Rome — the Good
Life.
As Rueben Brower writes, The Augustans saw in
Horace's poetry a concentrated image of a life and a civil
ization to which they more or less consciously aspired." *
If imitation, which venerates the ancients and flatters the
classically educated of the English aristocracy, is the
highest form of poetic expression, and if Horace is the
concentrated image of the Good Life", then it is quite clear
why Pope chooses to write an Imitation of the Horace's
First satire of the Second Book. Pope chooses his model
well and he continues to treat him with loyalty and fond
ness even when he deviates from the ancient's standard in
tone and meaning.
The eighteenth century aristocracy attempted to emulate
Augustan Rome, and Horace in the modus vivendi and in
his literary stature provides an excellent blueprint. He is
mediocritas incarnate. This is not the mediocrity which we
disdain today, but rather the notion of the Golden Mean,
the perfect balance.

r

"He is the ideal conversationalist who now speaks to his listeners
as friend-to-friend, who next talks to himself as he speculates or
expresses some personal desire, who at times stands aside to let a
piece of comic dialogue or narrative speak for itself, who can
without embarrassment take the part of an orator or a lyric poet or
philosopher" 2
1

He is the country gentleman who has gleaned the
benefits from the cultural heart of the city but who loves
the country for the opportunity it provides for meditation
and for the private life. Pope considers his Twickenham to
be not unlike Horace's Sabine Farm. In all his poetry, and
most skillfully in the Satires, Horace maintains a graceful
and delicate balance between the personal and the im- j
personal.

k

•7

It is particularly difficult to maintain the equilibrium
between personal and impersonal, the private and the
public, in the Satires because of their dramatic context.
The poet, in the First Satire of the Second Book, is actually
engaged in a conversation about his poetry with a friend.
The task of rendering this dialogue interesting, if not
useful, to the reading public is one which requires the skill
of a Horace or a Pope. "Horace is marvelously skillful in
weaving his way from outer drama to inner desire, from
personal to impersonal and back again', as Rueben Brower
says.3 It is for the sake of this characteristic modulation in

Alexander Pope
8

tone that Horace is so admired. He is at once poet and
philosopher, moralist $nd cynic, dinner guest and orator.
This is precisely the kind of private life and public stance to
which the Augustan literary gentleman aspired.
Pope chooses to imitate Horace because he finds in
Horace the ideal for which he strives as a poet. He does not
simply translate and comment on the original however, for
he seeks to comingle his own voice with that of the ancient.
He engages in a sort of dialogue with Horace as his per
sona and Mr. Fortescue also converse. The interplay
between Horace and Pope is most evident in two aspects of
poetry: poetic intent and tone.
The intimacy of the relationship between Horace's and
Pope's poetic intents is obvious; Pope is using the original
poem by Horace because he feels that a certain similarity
exists between their intentions as poets. In Satire 2.1,
Horace ostensibly is defending himself against possible
charges of libel as a result of his other satiric works. There
is no historical evidence, however, to indicate Horace's
implication in libel suits. "It is doubtful. . .if 2.1 reflects
any real anxiety. Horace, after all, had the other seven
poems before him and he knew quite well that they con
tained little in the way of defamatory material." 4 If Horace
is not defending himself against outraged victims of his
writings, and if we are to "attribute the threat of
prosecution. . .to the poet's wit rather than to the hazards
of contemporary life",5 then what is he doing? He is
showing off, "shadow boxing" as Rudd calls it. The
dramatic context of the poem is secondary to its display of
verbal dexterity and poetic wit. Horace assumes the pose
of a fighter, and "behind the pugilist's gloves we can detect
a mischievous grin, and it gradually becomes apparent that
in spite of the threatening stance and the elaborate feinting
and ducking Horace does not really intend to come to
blows".6
He intends to demonstrate the poet's art (and he does so
acrobatically), and to juxtapose it with the pettiness and
strife of civil life. It is a statement both affirming the purity
and other-worldly quality of poetry and also reminding the
public that the poet maintains a watchful eye, a sharp pen,
and that he is not afraid of battles. Pope echoes these
sentiments by virtue of his choice to imitate Horace. Pope's
own voice can nevertheless be heard in the Imitation.
Pope emphasizes the dramatic context, the story line, of
the poem more than Horace does. Pope does have reason
to defend fimself, not so much in legal proceedings, but
rather in social ones. His poems contain fairly specific
allegations against a society which frequently ostracised
him. As the haughty half-outsider of a group to which he
wished to belong. Pope is no doubt attracted to the stance
of righteous indignation which he could assume in
defending the poetry by means of which he brings their
vice to light (line 151). Pope is equally as successful if not
more so than Horace in conveying his belief in both the
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aloofness of poetry as opposed to the petty and sordid
affairs of daily civil life, and simultaneously in the duty of
the poet to the public as arbitrer of taste and as "bringer of
vice to light".
The key, in Satire, to what the author is saying, is the
tone. Horace is famous for his "modulation in tone".7
He eases from the epic to the intimate with "graceful
negligence".8 These acrobatics are executed with a smile,
in Horace's case. Pope faithfully imitates the Horatian
mode of shifts in tone, yet he often takes off where Horace
stops and often treats with brevity one of Horace's flights. I
have difficulty comparing the respective tones of Horace's
and Pope's Satires since they are written in two different
languages. Horace is writing in a language which is
reaching its maturity; the Latin literature of Horace's time
is producing the classical work of Virgil's The Aeneid, of
which Horace reaps the benefits as a poet in the same
tradition.
T.S. Eliot, in his book What is a Classic?, maintains the
literature of Virgil is not only classic, but also that it
constitutes the standard of classicism with which all works
after him, both Roman and English, must reckon. The
Romans, with their knowledge of the Greek literature and
culture, had a sense of proportion, of their place in history.
This perspective is, in Eliot's opinion, a necessary con
dition for the generation of a classic. While Eliot asserts
that Virgil alone is the classic poet, Horace's proximity to
Virgil both historically and stylistically must grant him the

The author is a senior English major who is also enrolled in 1PHS. She
is the past Sports Editor for the Collegian and has been active on the
Women's swimming and track team.
9

flavor of classicism. The English poetic tradition, however,
according to Eliot, has not by Pope's time produced a
classic (and has not yet). Neither Horace nor Pope can be
called classic poets, but the language in which Horace is
writing has at least reached the point of maturity necessary
for the production of a classic.
Horace is confident in expression and rich in resources.
Pope, on the other hand, belongs to the immature English
tradition, still tied like a child to its parent, the Latin one.
Pope is not at fault as an artist, nor should he be
disparaged in the comparison to Horace. Heroic couplets
seem more rigid and the English poetic form in the
eighteenth century is neither as rich nor as flexible as is the
Latin one in Augustan Rome.

In the allusion to Fannius, Pope asserts his and Horace's
comradeship in the battle against empty-headed critics and
patrons. Fannius was one of Horace's most acerbic and
most foolish critics. For Pope to give him an eighteenth
century name is to imply that such critics are universally
present and that he and Horace are related in their art in a
similarly universal manner.
Pope's seventh line also has no correspondent in Horace:
Timorous by nature, of the rich in awe,

Horace, by far the greater master of subtlety, conveys
this sentiment indirectly, while Pope relies upon the wellconstructed though straightforward line. In Fortescue's
first utterance, Pope's intention is to render in his work the
flavor of the character Trebatius of Horace's poem. It is the
English language which hinders him in this purpose. Where
Trebatius, in his condescending and self-important lawyervoice, has only to say "quiescas" (line 4), Fortescue has tc
give away three more words without a fee (Pope, line 10).
Pope is to be commended for his verbal frugality,
however, in this instance. In this respect Pope always falls
short of achieving true Horatian tone, and yet when the
works are juxtaposed, Pope's lucid comprehension of
Horace and his ambitious attempt to render it in English
become evident.
For example, in Trebatius' first long speech in which he
suggests cures for insomnia, Horace begins to waver in
tone, foreshadowing the playful leaps to come. As opposed
to the one-word speeches which precede it, Trebatius' lines
(7-12) begin to smack of a lawyer's verbosity. Horace
contrasts the legal language of the first four lines with the
ironically poetic language of the lawyer's advice. Trebatius
says:
Let those who cannot sleep oil themselves and swim three times
across the Tiber, (lines 7-9

The hyperbolic quality of this image represents a shift from
the tone of the beginning of the poem. With a single word
Horace seduces the reader into the epic language that
follows in the next speech. The word is transnanto. The use
of ter . . . transnanto" is much more characteristic of
Virgil than it is of the esteemed lawyer Trebatius. In his
next speech, Trebatius performs Horace's full indulgence in
epic imitation. He slips from the irregular meter of con
versation into the dactylic meter of the epic.

Both poems begin in the same tone of voice, that of
casual consultation. In the opening lines Pope departs little
from a literal translation of Horace. He comes admirably
close to capturing the air of spontaneous seriousness with
which Horace addresses the lawyer Trebatius. Pope
manages to place as much emphasis on his "There are" as
Horace does on his delightfully prosaic "Sunt quibus".
Pope achieves this first by placing the long parenthetical
sentence immediately after it, and then by repeating it at
the close of the parenthesis, the beginning of the second
line. Although this opening speech of Pope's is quite faith
ful to the original, line 6 is an addition:

/— vw/ tf

w/

—/~ —y —•»»/—•/

deficiunt: neque enim quivis horrentia pilis
— V V/

/—V v/- -/—v v/

/

agrruna nec fracta pereuntis cuspide Gallos
(lines 13-14)

Pope approximates this verbal somersault with:
Rend with tremendous sound your ears asunder with gun, drum,
trumpet, blunderbuss, and thunder?

Lord Fanny spins a thousand such a day

(lines 25-26)
10

In both cases the poets are mocking a particular style.
The Latin language provides Horace with a far more subtle
way of doing so, syntactical and metrical convention, than
the English does Pope. The effectiveness of Pope's lines is
contingent upon the sound and the connotation of the
individual words and in the connotation of the individual
words in the cacophonic line they produce. Horace, on the
other hand, is able to evoke a mood by the totality of his
lines while maintaining his poetic balance. There is a
disruptive quality to Pope's lines. It is as if he were
laughing too loud at his own joke at a cocktail party.
Horace however, demonstrates his consummate subtlety,
and simply leaves the language to stretch like a well-toned
muscle. In Fortescue's speech (lines 29-32), Pope
demonstrates the Muse's softer side. This is simply a
repetition of the imitation of the high style made in the
'blunderbuss'' lines. Pope needs two examples and a total
of six lines to accomplish what Horace does in two lines.
Pope proves himself to be quite the craftsman, however, in
the vivid contrast between "Amelia's liquid name", and
"gun, drum, and trumpet".
Horace, after the digression into epic style, becomes
conversational and prosaic again in line 17. The emphatic
placement and intimate tone of "haud mihi dero" (I will not
fail myself) is completely lost in Pope's imitation. Except to
the most sedulous reader, a line such as

For example, let us consider the final lines of Horace's and
Pope's long speeches. Horace halts a series of rhetorical
questions in mid-line and says, with a colon, "in short".
This marks a modulation in tone that heralds his return to
intimate seriousness from epic imitation. There is genuine
personal sentiment in these lines:
seu me tranquila senectus expectat seu mors atris circumvolat alis
dives, inops, Romae, seu fors ita iusserit, exsul, quisquis erit vitae
scribum color, (lines 56-59)
Whether peaceful age awaits me, or Death hovers round with sable
wings, rich or poor, in Rome, or if chance so bid, in exile,
whatever the color (i.e. bright or dark) of my life, write I must.

The simplicity of the syntax, the balance of the bisyllabic
adjectives, the meditational effect of the anaphora with
seu, all contribute to the tone of seriousness of this Latin
passage. Pope attempts to capture this. He comes close to a
literal translation which leaves him far short of his mark,
and then adds a few images of his own invention in hopes
of making up the distance. In this respect he fails. There is
nothing serious about his rendition; there is simply a
climax of the silliness of the speech as a whole.
Whate're my fate, or well or ill at Court,
Whether old age, with faint but cheerful ray
Attends to gild the evening of my day,
Or death's black wing already be displayed.
To wrap me in the universal shade;
Whether the darkened room to muse invite.
Or whitened wall provoke the skewer to write:
In durance, exile, Bedlam, or in the Mint,
Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print, (lines 92-100)

Alas! few verses touch their nicer ear (line 33)

does not sound much different from one like
And sweetly flow through all the royal line (line 32)
In Pope's version we gradually return to the conversational
tone, whereas in Horace's the transition is as crisp and as
quick as the motion of a dancer. Moments like this one in
Horace affirms Rudd's statement that this Satire is "the
most brilliant piece of shadow-boxing in Roman
literature"?
The dialogue continues as the sage and prudent voice of
the lawyer is heard, speaking in a tone of deliberation.

The metaphor of "death's black wing" which is so ef
fective in Horace seems hackneyed in Pope's line. The
addition of the madhouse imagery is too bizarre and also
too heavily laden with humerous connotations to lend any
seriousness to the passage. And finally, the packing of the
proper nouns into the last two lines generalizes the sen
timent to such an extent that there is nothing left of the
personal quality that makes Horace's lines so poignant.
Immediately following Horace's pause of genuine in
trospection, the minatory voice of the learned lawyer is
heard. Trebatius' "O puer" is the epitome of condescension
and the alliteration of m's and f's which follows reveals
Trebatius as fatuous and smug.

Cum sibi quisque timet, quamquamest intactus odit (line 23).

The syntax is prosaic, the vocabulary is legal, and
Trebatius sounds like a lawyer again. Pope translates this
line almost literally:
Even those you touch not, hate you. (line 41).

O puer, ut sis vitalis metuo, et maiorum ne quis amicus frigore te
feriat (line 60)

In both cases the poets then react to the dry cautiousness
and mercenary prudence of their lawyer friends. What
follows in both the original and in Pope's imitation is a selfcanonizing rampage about the duty of the poet to expose
himself to friends and foes and to persevere through all
adversity in the writing of verse. In Horace's poem, one
must not miss the "smile beneath the seriousness". 10 In
Pope s, we have much of the smile and little of the
seriousness. Pope expresses admirably in this passage the
Horatian attitude of light, civilized moderation; an easy
moderation that includes amusement at one's lightness". 11

Ah my boy, 1 fear your life will not be long. One of your great
friends will strike you with a killing frost.

One can imagine the cynical Trebatius spitting out the
word amicus. He is clearly not a believer in the quality of
virtue in men and it is against Horace's insistence upon
virtue that Trebatius warns. Both Horace the poet and
Horace the character in the Satire shine in the comparison
to Trebatius. Pope catches the meaning of these lines, but
again seems sluggish in the shift of tone:
11

Alas! young man! Your days can ne'er be long! (line 101)

a single word. Malum carries the weight of Horace's im
plied opinion about public taste and about the writers of
good and bad poetry. Pope's Satire hinges upon the
definition of a word, epistles. The issue is not the word
itself, but rather the very fact of its definition. Pope is
satirizing the pseudo-literary men of his time who accepted
and indeed demanded such rigid definitions and inflexible
concepts that the real distinctions such as virtue and vice,
art and garbage, can be juggles in tricks of semantics.
Fortescue advocates the writing of any verse that falls into
a category of which the patrons approve and that treats a
subject which the "king may read", (line 153) Good vese is
proper verse. The contrast between Fortescue's fumbling
and Pope's keenness, the cutting edge of the Satire, is a
poetic feat which Horace would be proud to call his own. I

The poets respond to their respective advisors in another
highly rhetorical passage in the defense of poetry in its
attempt to express Virtue and to attack Vice with the pen.
The key line in both works is, in Pope's words:
To virtue only and her friends a friend, (line 121)
All else is rhetoric. Here, again, Horace is more ef
fective. He can evoke the spirit of the orator by using
vocabulary, meter, and syntax which is reminiscent of
Cicero. Pope is bound to heroic couplets.
Whatever his failings are throughout the poem. Pope is
entirely redeemed by his rendition of the conclusion of
Horace's dialogue. Where Trebatius returns to his legal
language and condescending tone (lines 79-82), Fortescue
begins to falter, to stutter under the pressure of Pope's
rhetoric. Fortescue is particularly affected by Pope's
demanding final line:

Footnotes
1. Brower, Rueben Arthur, Alexander Pope: The Poetry
of Allusion. Oxford Press, Clarendon, 1959, p. 176.
2. Brower, p. 175.
3. Brower, p. 171.
4. Rudd, Niall, The Satires of Horace, Cambridge
University Press, 1966, p. 128.
5. Rudd, p. 128.
6. Rudd, p. 129.
7. Brower, p.171.
8. Brower, p. 175.
9. Rudd, p. 128.
10. Brower, p. 290.
11. Ibid, loc. cit.

What saith my counsel, learned in the law? (line 142)
It is Pope's turn to sneer when he says 'learned in the law".
Trebatius responds to Horace by warning him against the
writing of "malum" verses, that is malicious ones.
Horace picks up on the double meaning of
malum — malicious, or poor quality — and asserts that if
the verses are good, then he will be blameless. Trebatius is
forced to concede.
In Pope's version, the Satire does not turn on the pun of
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Gray and Light
On those late afternoons when the light filtered
dusty yellow through the curtains,
he would fold over the last leaf of newspaper
with that one easy arc I couldn't master
without crumpling paper thunder.
And he would sit back in the elephant wing chair;
reach without looking, and light a cigarette
unfiltered and sweet, brown like rabbit's fur.
And I lay on the deep rug
swinging one foot and eating scuppernongs
until they edged my teeth.
(The good ones were speckled like thrush eggs
and slipped; easy and sweet.) Alone
we were together watching the gray smoke
uncurl like writing too quiet to read,
or eyes that eddied away and didn't blame you.
And the ceiling collected slow layers
that drifted like dry water
and settled around us. Smoke
almost sharp, but wrapped in cotton.
Not the oily wax smell of church candles,
but simple like this way of telling you.
Or like the edge of cheese in the next room;
herrings salted in May when they ran
black in the river. Not every memory is pain.
Sometimes, walking home where the road dips
and dark comes a minute sooner,
I touch a wide leaf,
green and cooler than the air
settled in that hollow.
And I remember his favorite songs;
old musicals, still hummed without words.
By Rebecca Warren
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A Wilderness Defense:
Reflections on the rule of an ignorant monarchy
by Steven R. Killpack
The concept of the ecosystem and
stability as a property of that
ecosystem, has been considered from
many different viewpoints since the
time of our early ecological endeavors.
The importance of this concept is
recognized when we consider the
dependence of our survival upon the
persistence and support of our natural
environment. Thus, an understanding
of ecosystem stability is a major
priority in the study of ecology, due to
its intimate relationship to the present
and future survival of the human
species. Ecosystem stability has been
intuitively understood for many
centuries, yet attempts to describe a
model of ecological stability ob
jectively, has led to semantic vagueness
and ambiguities.1 A recurrent theme
and conclusion developed through
continuous investigation in this field, is
that ecosystem stability is associated
with system complexity. When
describing an ecosystem, one must
consider the numerous biotic and
abiotic factors acting within the
system, as well as external forces acting
upon this open system.2 It seems
obvious then, that a model of the
stability of this ecosystem must include
all these factors, plus the complex
interrelationships existing between
them. Stability is often thought of as the
ability of a system to absorb and adapt
to serious outside perturbations over
time, returning to equilibrium. This
ability to return to equilibrium results
from the support of a complex
structure as the foundation for the
ecosystem.3 But what factors are
important in this structure? Various
properties or characteristics have been

Steven KiUpack 79 is a biology major who
will be pursuing graduate work next fall at the
University of Michigan's School of Natural
Resources.

suggested, including species diversity,
trophic level connectivity, energy
balance, and a number of other static
and dynamic properties of an
ecosystem. However, none of these
individual theories, nor a systhesis of
them, has yet proven to be adequate in
describing ecosystem stability.4
Ecologists are terribly ignorant of
stability in natural systems. To un
derstand stability, we must understand
ecological and evolutionary responses
and interrelationships at all levels. The
science of ecology is not yet mature
enough to mold its diverse knowledge
and concepts into a unified theory of
stability. 5
Why have we thus far failed at this
task of describing ecosystem stability?
The human mind does not seem to be
capable of observing, evaluating, and
synthesizing the large number of
factors operating here. Our minds
work successfully in a linear fashion,
considering a limited number of causes
and effects. It is possible that a dif
ferent mode of thought is required to
understand more complex systems, or
as Ricklefs suggests, our minds and
their constructs are still in need of
maturity in this area. This suggests that
the human population can learn much
from nature. A stable complex system
is in existence in nature which we
cannot fully comprehend. The origin
of this natural system is an interesting
question, yet far beyond the scope of
this discussion. But in this paper, we
can conclude that a teacher-student
relationship could conceivably be
created between nature and ourselves,
which may work to the advantage of
the human species.
It is doubtful that one could suc
cessfully argue the assertion that the
human population has exhibited an
ability to consider all of the complex
factors operating in the creation of
their own systems in society. More
15

often, the case is one where immediate
reaction to a decision made within a
human political, economic, or social
system may be favorable, but
detrimental consequences inevitably
seem to arise. Human systems usually
involve single-purpose rather than
multi-purpose planning, where one
central purpose dominates, making all
other considerations subordinate to it.
However, these other considerations
soon become important when the full
impact of such single-purpose planning
begins to surface. 6
The Aswan High Dam, built on the
Nile River of Africa by the Egyptians
and Soviets, is a prime example of
single-purpose planning which
developed multi-purpose problems.
The dam was designed and built with
an objective of controlling the Nile's
flow, allowing for artificial irrigation
of surrounding farmland year around.
Prior to the dam's control of river
flow, periodic floods deposited fertile
silt on the land surrounding the Nile,
constantly replenishing the land. This
silt is now being deposited behind the
dam, causing two unforeseen
problems. First, artificial fertilizers are
now needed to replenish depleted
nutrients in the soil and second, the silt
may fill up the reservior, rendering the
dam useless. In addition, irrigation
increases the salinity level of the soil,
damaging the crops. Previously such
salts would have been flushed out of
the soil by periodic floods.7
Adverse effects from the building of
the dam have also occurred in the
Mediterranean Sea, which is the
ultimate destiny for the Nile's flow.
Nutrients, which were previously
carried into the Mediterranean by the
flooding Nile, are important in the
maintenance of a large sardine fishery.
The loss of these nutrients has greatly
reduced the sardine population, cutting
the annual catch from 18,000 tons
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down to 500 tons. The reduced Flow of
the Nile's freshwater into the
Mediterranean has also increased the
salinity level of the eastern
Mediterranean. As a result, there has
been an invasion of fish species from
the saltier Red Sea, driving out the
native Mediterranean species. 8
And finally, the building of the dam
has also had a part in a rise in the
incidence of the blood disease
schistosomiasis. The particular blood
fluke which is responsible for the
disease, depends on a certain species of
freshwater snail for part of its life
cycle. These snails thrive in the waters
of irrigation canals, while their success
is limited in natural rivers.9
It is doubtful that such a sequence of
events would ever take place in a
natural system. The complex web of
factors operating in systems of nature
and the plethora of interactions
existing among these factors, would
prevent any drastic change, such as the
introduction of the Aswan High Dam,
from occurring. It seems that as in
teractions within a system become
more complex, an ecological
homeostatic mechanism is created
which tends to preserve the stable
foundation and structure of the
system. This mechanism dperates
through a series of checks and
balances, resulting from the in
teractions tying all factors of the
system together. These natural checks
prevent any serious outside per
turbation from establishing itself in the
system and triggering a series of ad
verse reactions This leads to a broad
concept of stability, which is based on
complex interactions and checks
operating among, and linking all
factors in a system. It is in this sense
that humans are ignorant of stable
systems; we do not seem to be capable
of conceptualizing ecological stability
as a broad, almost all-encompassing
quality of an ecosystem. Instead, all
attempts to describe stability have
dealt with only a limited number of
characteristics of an ecosystem.
It is easy to see then, how fiascos
such as the Aswan High Dam can take
place. The human minds designing that
project were not able to consider the
broad range of cause and effect
relationships and interactions which
would be triggered by the building of a
16

dam. However, despite the ability of
natural systems to respect all such
complex interactions, the human
species has become too powerful.
Natural systems do not always have
the ability to absorb and adapt to the
profound and drastic changes which
humans can bring about.
Humans are ignorant to believe that
the material power which we now
possess through our ever-expanding
technology, entitles us to exercise total
control and rule over natural systems.
We are only another of the many
factors interacting in our natural
ecosystem, contributing to its stability.
How can we attempt to rule a system
of which we are only a part, and which
we are not even capable of un
derstanding and describing? Yet in
recent decades, through the use of our
material power, we have begun to
make a large impact on our natural
environment. We have taken the
liberty to make decisions concerning
the resources and other biotic and
abiotic factors in the system, without a
real knowledge of the effects our ac
tions will have on the stability of the
system.
One result of these actions has been
the deterioration of many areas of the
natural world. While ecosystems and
parts thereof have been altered in
definitely. Degradation has occurred in
some areas to the extent that the ability
of that system to return to equilibrium
and persist over time has been per
manently hampered. 10
The desertification and drought
which have devastated the West
African Sahel region, provides us with
an excellent example of habitat
degradation at the hands of humans.
An influx of Western methods,
medicine, and economics into this area
has contributed to the worst drought of
the twentieth century. Large increases
in both human populations and cattle
herds led to extreme overgrazing of
common pasture land. Coupled with
this factor was a rise in farming and the
introduction of cash crops, resulting in
an
overuse
and
subsequent
degradation of fertile farmland. Thus,
short-sighted human actions in these
areas, and misdirected attempts by
Westerners to solve the drought
problem once the destructive chain of
events had gotten well underway, have

upset the ecological and social stability
of the Sahel region almost beyond
repair.11
We can find another instance of
human ignorance in tampering with
the stability of ecosystems in our own
country. The publication of Rachel
Carson's Silent Spring brought the
issue of wanton pesticide use and the
unintended destruction that followed
to the attention of many Americans.
The case of the fire ant, a "nuisance"
which invaded the Southern U.S.
through the port of New Orleans from
South America shortly after World
War II, is a fine illustration of this
problem. The fire ant had coexisted
with Americans peacefully for a
decade, often considered a nuisance,
but often a friend, feeding on other
insect pests. Suddenly, following the
development of effective pesticides,
USDA
propaganda
surfaced,
describing the fire ant as a pest which
destroyed crops and attacked
livestock. In 1957, large areas of the
South, inhabited by fire ants, were
sprayed with dieldrin and heptachlor
(pesticides of much greater toxicity
than DDT). Widespread destruction,
including loss of wildlife, poultry,
livestock, and great sums of money,
followed the spraying. As the sprayed
areas began to recover, it was em
barrassingly discovered that there were
now actually more fire ants in
Louisiana and Florida than before the
treatment programl And the sugarcane
borer, worst enemy of the sugarcane
farmer, experienced a great upsurge in
success following the program, due to
the destruction of its natural
predators. 12

As a final illustration poet Stephen
Levine tells of the deteriorated stability
of deer populations, resulting from the
selective rifle blast" of the human
hunter in search of a trophy:
And ironically with the passing of the
deer s natural predators have passed the
natural stamina and health of the deer
populations. Although it is estimated that
there are more deer now in North
America than at the time of Columbus'
discovery, the herds are weaker and more
given to disease, the slow and malformed
no longer pruned from the herd by the
natural predator-prey relationship which
has guided their evolution. Instead the
most beautifully evolved are taken as
trophy, the healthiest and strongest

removed from the gene pool by a rifle
blast. 13

Deterioration in the stable structure
of natural ecosystems, as illustrated
by the three examples above, has taken
place due to a conflict of time scales.
Adaptation to change in ecosystems
requires evolutionary time scales,
while our population has produced
very sudden changes.14 It is here that
our material power enables us to step
outside the natural system, over
coming its complex of associations and
checks, which lead to stability.
Thus a loss is taking place; a loss of
naturally stable systems. This loss is
taking place at the hands of humans
who are incorrectly assuming power to
determine the fate of these systems,
before they even have the ability to
understand that system, or the impact
of their changes on that system.15
With the deterioration and loss of
parts of this natural system, may go
the loss of a teacher, an ideal or form,
from which our population can learn a
broader all-encompassing form of
thought, expanding our world view. A
model will also be lost, after which we
can pattern new systems in our own
civilized life, incorprating the stability
concept of natural systems. A natural
stable system can be thought of as a
valuable resource of information and
knowledge, of which we now can claim
only a small portion. From nature, we
may learn how to think in such a way
as to consider a broader scope of the
complex factors and relationships
operating in a system. To continue on
our present path of environmental
degradation may mean the loss of some
of this resource before we have a
chance to utilize it.
Arguments for the preservation of
wilderness most often involve the
concept of the dependence of our
material survival on the survival of the
ecosystem. We depend upon the
ecosysem to provide us with food,
shelter, and natural resources.
However, it is questionable whether
we will continue to be provided with
these essentials of survival if stable
ecosystems are abused or destroyed. It
is thought by many that the preser
vation of large tracts of wilderness and
natural systems is necessary if we
expect our biosphere to continue to
17

support all forms of life. Otherwise,
the entire system may collapse,
resulting in widespread extinctions,
including our own.
But we now see another reason for
wilderness
preservation.
The
preservation of large tracts of
wilderness will result in the continued
existence of our teacher and model for
the creation and maintenance of stable
systems. Intact, undisturbed tracts of
wilderness will enable us to study the
workings and important interactions
which make up a stable system.
Without wilderness preservation, the
complete concept and model of stable
systems would be lost. This would, in a
sense, place a limit on the im
provements possible in human
systems, or at least make the at
tainment of such improvements much
more elusive. Advancement becomes
increasingly difficult in educational
systems which have no teacher or
model to study under or aspire toward.
This is not to say that some present
human system may not eventually
arrive at a stable equilibrium, or that
the natural system that we view as
stable is not truly stable in a longer
span of time. It is also doubtful that all
answers to the question of a stable
system lie in our present state of
ignorance, decisions or actions may be
made which will result in the loss to the
human mind, a valuable resource of
information, understanding and
potential wisdom. A study of a natural
system may stimulate new patterns of
thought and ways to view a system.
Through observation of the complex
stable ecosystem, we may learn how to
consider the broad range of factors
operating in any system, rather than
continuing to think in a linear fashion.
This is a knowledge which may have
some function in the creation of future
human systems, and systems involving
the nature-civilization interface, which
may ultimately play a part in the
improvement of our quality of life.
Does our ignorance extend to the
point of preventing us from
acknowledging the shortcomings of
linear thought and the ignorance of the
assumption that we can be rulers of a
system whose workings we do not fully
comprehend? The preservation of large
tracts of wilderness "as is" is an action
which could at once help the human

population acknowledge its place and
role in the biosphere as well as serve to
maintain a vast resource of possible
future intellectual stimulation for the
human mind.
At some point in the future, we as a
species, may rise out of our state of
ignorance, ready to acknowledge the
shortcomings of linear thought in our
systems, turning to natural systems for
guidance. The failure to involve
ourselves in wilderness preservation
now, would only lead to a situation
where when turning to nature, we
would find that the actions of previous
generations had precipitated the loss of
all stable natural systems. We may find
ourselves in a state of permanent and
irreversible intellectual poverty. Where
could we turn then, without a system
to support us materially or a model

after which we could pattern imporvements in our civilization and
quality of life?
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The Christmas Train.
By George Nelson
The swirl of lint, dust and dandruff
from the fan and people circulating
to their seats, is shot through the racks above
and dances before the reflecting
and doubled dark slabs of glass
until a single crystal's flight
drowns in rich puffs of cigar smoke
three rows down.
The doors lurch shut and a draft lashes away
the opulent clouds of success to grit
beneath my seat where a squished rose
has formed from the Bloody Mary
spilled over from last night's office party.
Slowly the illuminated billboards
lie behind, shaking
into an etched and hoary square in black...
a rush of angled iron
and fortified graffiti sprayed bolts
as we clack across a trestle,
above the swirling colored lights of the Season
and bisecting streets which pass through
the memory with the wafted hope
of a previous week.
The air grows still
with the steady falling forward
of the train to where a silhouette waits.
The year slides past the release on the ramps...
Then she appears
beneath a wreathed and gently
throbbing lamp.
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Vicissitudes of a Bean
by Cameron Macauley
"For lo! the board with cups and
spoons is crown'd,
The berries crackle, and the mill turns
round;
On shining altars of Japan they raise
The silver lamp; the fiery spirits blaze:
From silver spouts the grateful liquors
glide,
While China's earth receives the
steaming tide."
— Alexander Pope: The Rape of the
Lock
Dawn approaches, the horizon
glows. The advancing morning spreads
over the earth's wrinkled face, glistening
off the waters, shining on the
mountains. Nature welcomes the sun
with chirping, fluttering, open eyes
and twitching noses. "Awake! For
morning in the bowl of night has flung
the stone that put the stars to flight."
Humanity, too, welcomes the dawn,
but with misgivings, for life is never as
easy as one would have it. We roll with
a groan from our womb of slumber,
minds aching with wakefulness. How
to survive the next few minutes? Half
the human race struggles out of bed,
drunk with sleep, as our absurd dreams
slip away.
Mother Nature, in her goodness,
could not bear to let such misery go on.
Left to ourselves, we might crawl
desperately back into bed, and
civilization would sputter out. But the
essential animation has been provided,
and as the daystar rises into the
heavens, a little darkness lingers in
your cup, making life livable if not to
say rather pleasant. With this magic
drink we arise to do great things, build
empires, study the cosmos, and sing
praises to the universe, which, without
encouragement, might fade utterly
away.
Cameron Macauley 79 is a frequent con
tributor to Hika. He is an Anthropology
major.

berries were a last resort during the dry
To whom do we owe the honor
season.
Unpalatable and practically
of this acquaintance? A bitter brown
indigestible,
they probably inspired
bean graces our innards with its in
our
ancestors
to move away.
vigorating properties, and although we
The
hill
tribes
that eventually settled
may be but half aware of its presence
in
this
rugged
country (known as
as we slurp, squinting bleary-eyed at
Kef
a)
used
to
mash
the whole ripe
the clock, it is the brain-warmer upon
berries together with animal (and
which the anxious modern world
sometimes human) fat to make food
depends on as much as Arabian oil or
balls carried by warriors on the march.
atomic energy. Pause for a moment to
Unappetizing as these rations may
contemplate your cup.
have been, they provided a boost that
Coffee is the liquid extract of the
allowed warriors of the Galla tribe to
seed of the Coffea species, a shrubby
trot sixty miles in a night, fight a
tree native to east Africa. Although it
battle, and scamper home with their
is now virtually eau de vie for more
captives on their backs.
than a third of the earth's population,
About 800 A.D. the tree was
as a drink it is a comparatively recent
transplanted to Arabia by Ethiopian
discovery and seems not to have
soldiers. Where history is blank we
acquired the romance or notoriety of
must fill in with folk tales, and thus it is
other plant substances which we
said that a certain goatherd named
employ to enhance our thoughts. And
Kaldi tended his flock in the grassy
yet, coffee has had a troubled enough
hills of Yemen many ages ago. Kaldi
history of persecutions, prejudices, and
was content to sleep in the sun and let
proscriptions in its 600-odd years of
the world take care of itself. But one
existence to make it the most outlawed
day he noticed that his goats, who
beverage ever known — it has been
normally ate and drank politely, had
considered immoral, poisonous,
become
frisky and sleepless after eating
treacherous, and perverse by almost
the
berries
of the keffa tree. Kaldi
every country on earth at one time or
himself
chewed
a few of these berries
another. Today, the income from its
and
soon
felt
so
energetic
and alive that
production supports millions, while
he
proceeded
to
join
the
goats in an
the inspiration from its consumption
eccentric
pastoral
dance.
This was
supports more than a billion. We
observed
with
some
suspicion
by a
have come to consider it a food rather
passing
monk,
who
lived
nearby
in a
than a dangerous drug.
monastery
built
in
the
wilderness
to
The Coffea tree shares its east
evade
the
distractions
of
civilization.
African birthplace with mankind, (a
Now, it is customary for pious
mutual honor, to be sure.) Sometime in
Mohammedans
to spend certain
the distant past the windy hills of
nights
in
prayer,
and this particular
southern Ethipoia produced the first
monk
was
unable
to
keep from dozing
coffee trees. Our earliest ancestors are
off.
Upon
chewing
the keffa beans,
known to have passed through this
however,
he
thought
he had found a
region on their way to inhabit the rest
solution,
and
brought
some to the
of the globe, but the ripe red coffee
monastery
to
share.
When
it was
berries probably did not appeal to
confirmed
that
they
warded
off
sleep
them. An ancient rock shelter by the
and
inspired
meditation,
the
monks
Omo river was found littered with the
gathered many of the ripe red berries to
dry husks of coffee beans eaten long
help pass away their nights of worship.
ago by some hungry hominids. The
Stored
in a barrel, though, the berries
meal was pitiful, as indicated by the
quickly
fermented into blackish wine,
leftovers — mouse bones and eggshells
which
had
quite the opposite effect on
— which suggests that these bitter
20

the sleepy monks and, like all alcoholic
beverages, was forbidden by the
Koran. When the local villagers heard
that the otherwise useless berries
produced a passable liquor, they began
harvesting them to make intoxicants.
But Allah, rather than have his subjects
disobey a holy prohibition, caused arid
winds and scorching sun to dry up the
berries on the branches, so that they
turned brown and hard. Thus the first
attempt to brew coffee liquor was
ended.
About 1260 A.D. the dervish Hadji
Omar was exiled from his home at
Mocha for a certain moral indiscretion
— history does not specify — and was
forced to live in the desert where he
was expected to die of starvation.
Determined to survive his ordeal,
Omar tried some of the hard green nuts
that grew on desert shrubs, but found
them bitter and unsatisfying. There
being no alternative source of food, he
attempted to improve their flavor by
roasting them over a fire, but this made
them as hard as stones. Breaking up the
cooked beans with a rock, he decided
to make soup out of them, boiling them
for a while in water which turned
muddy brown. Upon drinking this
concoction, seemingly devoid of
nutrients, he was amazed how it in
vigorated him and raised his drooping
spirits. When he returned to Mocha
some months later it was believed that
only Allah could have preserved him,
and he was pardoned.
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Omar brought some of the beans
with him, and the proper method of
their preparation being explained, it
became common for the black drink to
be consumed by the dervishes before
nightly prayers. It was called kahwah
or cahouah which in Arabic signifies
"force, vigor, power, or strength," and
came to be associated with worship.
In 1511 Khair Bey was governor of
Mecca for the Sultan of Egypt. He was
a stern and pious administrator, but
seems to have been woefully ignorant
of the affairs and customs of the city.
As he was leaving the mosque one
evening after prayers, he noticed a
group of coffee-drinkers in the corner,
preparing to spend the night in
devotion. Thinking that they were
drinking wine, he drove them furiously
from the mosque, but was later sur
prised to learn what the liquor was and
how common was its use throughout
the city. Now certain religious leaders
had been offended by the growth of
coffee-houses in the market-places,
where coffee was commonly consumed
without due respect. Here men and
women met to play music and chess for
money, and the governor was in
formed that this intoxicant must incline
them to certain extravagances
prohibited by law. Calling an assembly
of lawyers, priests, physicians, and
prominent citizens, he sought their
advice. The priests declared that
cahouah — which refers to any in
toxicant, including wine — was for-
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Kaldi and His Dancing Goats
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bidden by the Koran. The lawyers
agreed that the coffee-houses were
places of immoral behavior and
subversive political sentiment and
should be abolished. The physicians
affirmed that coffee clouded the senses
and cited instances of murder being
committed under its influence. A
prominent citizen arose and said that
coffee intoxicated just like wine —
which made everyone laugh, since he
could hardly have been a judge of this
if he had never drunk any, although it
is well known to be forbidden by the
Koran.
And so coffee was outlawed in
Mecca; all sale or possession was made
illegal, all stores of beans were
destroyed, and all coffee-houses were
shut down. Naturally, the edict was
unpopular among the common people,
and coffee-drinking continued in
secret, incense being burned to disguise
the telltale aroma. However, when the
Sultan of Egypt heard of the sup
pression, he sent a seething message to
the governor — How dare he prohibit
the favorite drink of Cairo? The best
things might be abused, added the
sultan, even the sacred waters of
Zamzam, but this was no reason for
absolute prohibition. The edict was
repealed, and a few months later the
governor was gound guilty of
corruption and tortured to death.
The Turks conquered Egypt in 1517,
and so brought kaveh to the Ottoman
Empire. By 1570 it was well-known
throughout the Middle East. It became
customary to offer one's guests coffee
before any conversation could be
made, and so sacred was this custom
that a man who blessed his host with
the words "Deyf min Allah" before
drinking was under sanctified
protection for the next three days.
Even today the Arabs have a super
stitious dread of infringing on this
taboo. To neglect to give coffee to
one's wife was sufficient grounds for
divorce, for at the marriage ceremony
the husband swore never to let his
beloved spouse go without coffee (this
being considered more prudent than to
swear fidelity). Turkish soldiers were
issued ingenious little coffee pots that
combined roaster, grinder, and per
colator into one vessel.
In 1573 a travelling medical botanist
named Leonhard Rauwolf included
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A Coffee House in the Time of Charles 11
chaufe in his list of herbal remedies of
the east, and so the knowledge of
coffee came to Europe. For a long time
it could be found only on apothecaries'
shelves as "tincture of Caffe". The 1659
edition of Dr. Pocock's The Nature of
the Drink Kauhi or Coffee describes its
most common medicinal uses:
"It is by experience found to conduce
the drying of the colds and persistant
coughs . . . and the provokation of
urine. When it is dried and thoroughly
boyled it allays ebullition of the blood,
is good against the smallpoxe and
measles; yet causeth vertiginous
headheach . . . and occasioneth
waking. He that would use it for
liveliness sake and to dispell slothfulnesse ... let him use much sweat
meates with it and oyle of pistaccioes
and butter. Some drink it with milk,
but it is an error such as may bring one
danger of leprosy."

About 1600 the Venetians began
bringing coffee beans into Italy for use
in pastries and in dyeing shirts brown.
It shortly became popular as a drink
and in Rome the clergy grew anxious,
appealing to Pope Clement VIII to
have it prohibited among Christians as
an invention of Satan. They claimed
that the Evil One, having forbidden
wine among the infidels (presumably
because it was sanctified and used in
Holy Communion) had given them a
hellish black brew. The pope ordered a
cup of coffee to be brought to him,
and, admiring its flavor and aroma,
concluded "It would be a pity to let
infidels have exclusive use of this
drink. We shall fool Satan by baptizing
it."

By 1675 "cophy-houses" had sprung
up throughout London and became
popular among the intellectuals. About
this time, Charles II became aware that
such coffee-houses were gatheringplaces of political dissidents whose
heated arguments precipitated fights
and sometimes brawls. Fearing
rebellion, Charles determined to
suppress these "nurseries of Idleness
and Pragmaticalness. . .the resort of
Malitious and Disaffected persons."
On December 29th, 1675, he declared
all sale, possession, or use of coffee
illegal and ordered the coffee-houses
closed. The rebellion Charles feared
very nearly took place — angry mobs
raged through London screaming for
royal blood. On January 8th, 1676 —
eleven days later, the proclamation
was repealed.
But some were not so easily pacified.
Women complained that their
husbands spent far too much time and
money drinking "syrrop of soote,, or
Essence of old Shooes." In a broadside
entitled "The Women's Petition against
Coffee, Representing to the Public
Consideration the Grand Incon
veniences accuring to their sex from the
Excessive Use of that Drying,
Enfeebling Liquor," they accused
coffee of making men "as unfruitful as
the deserts where that unhappy berry is
said to be bought." Despite their claims
that the race was in danger of ex
tinction, coffee soon gained general
acceptance.
In 1679 the College of Physicians at
Marseilles became alarmed that the use
of coffee might contribute to the spread
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of disease. They held that coffee in
many countries replaced wine, that
most excellent of beverages, and that
this vile foreign novelty was fit only
for goats and infidels. Being served hot
it burned up the blood, inducing
palsies, fevers, leanness, and immoral
thoughts. The public statement by the
most respected medical establishment
in Europe caused quite a stir, as it had
not been recognized that coffeedrinking led to immorality. Within a
year the drink had become thoroughly
fashionable and very much in demand.
Coffee soon became popular in
Germany and Austria. At first its
expense limited it to the upper classes
(the kaffee-klatsch) who endeavored to
prevent the poor from obtaining it by
keeping the prices high and claiming
that it caused sterility. However, the
growing popularity among the masses
led Frederick the Great to announce:
"II is disgusting to notice the increase in
the quantity of coffee used by my
subjects . . . Everybody us using
coffee. If possible, this must be
prevented. My people must drink beer.
His majesty was brought up on beer, as
were his ancestors ... the king does
not believe that coffee-drinking soldiers
can be depended upon to endure
hardship . . ."

Illicit coffee-drinking became such a
problem that "coffee-smellers" were
hired to detect the abuse of coffee by
tracking down its pervasive odor, and
raids on taverns were frequent. From
1777 to 1786 coffee was outlawed four
times in Germany, and between 1746
and 1822 it was "completely
prohibited in Sweden no less than ten
times.
Despite the obvious immorality of
this witches' brew it soon spread to
other continents. A Dutch coffee-house
opened in 1650 in New Amsterdam,
somewhere on what is now Wall Street
in Manhattan. This was later the site of
the Merchants Coffee-house, built in
1737 and a favorite meeting-place for
the patriots of old New York. The
Stamp Act of 1765 led to such general
discontent with the English tea trade
that coffee from Cuba and Guiana
became a popular substitute. In
America, coffee was thus originally
associated with liberty rather than
suppression.

Coffee was growing in Brazil by
1727, where the Spanish missionaries
hoped that the natives could be in
duced to chew coffee-beans instead of
coca leaves, which were (and still are)
considered more harmful to the moral
constitution. Although coffee-chewing
never caught on, today's Brazilians are
the world's most prodigious consumers
of caffeine. In addition to as much as
twenty cups of coffee a day, caffeineladen beverages much stronger than
coffee are swilled by the gallon —
yoco, guarana, and mate'.
The modern world's weary
population consumes coffee in fan
tastic quantities, as may be demon
strated by a few statistics. In 1977 the
world produced 7,712 million pounds
of coffee-beans, which were converted
into some 308 billion cups. This
translates to about 75 cups of coffee for
every person in the world, or about
220 cups annually for each one of the
earth's 1.4 billion coffee-drinkers. The
U.S. consumed more than any other
single country
the average
American drank 552 cups of coffee last
year. But if big numbers seem
unimpressive, perhaps pictures convey
more meaning: last year the world
produced 58 million bags of roasted
coffee-beans, which is enough to build
a tower five times the size of the
Empire State Building — over six
thousand feet high and 230 feet on each
side, weighing 3.8 million tons.
Computing some forty cups to the
pound, these beans would produce
enough coffee to fill a gigantic cup 12
thousand feet in diameter (almost 2Vi
miles) and 80 feet deep, containing
nearly 20 billion gallons, in which the
Titanic, the Statue of Liberty, and the
Rock of Gibraltar could all fit with
ease.
And yet this well-loved brew is in
many places still surpassed by tea.
China and Russia, together en
compassing a third of the earth's
population, consume less coffee in a
year than the city of New York does in
an afternoon. Even the typical
American is by no means the world's
greatest coffee-drinker
we are
SUrPassed primarily by the Finns, who
each gulp some 1500 cups a year (from
a quart to a gallon a day). The Finns
are unabashed by their extravagant use
° coffee — a current recipe for home

brewed coffee in Finland begins "Bring
a barrel of water to a boil. . ."
In other countries, coffee has other
uses. The people of Yemen relish
roasted coffee-grounds in honey as a
breakfast dish, while the people of
Ceylon commonly smoke coffee with
hashish and tobacco, a practice which
is said to lead to insanity. In parts of
West Africa coffee-beans are used as
money, given as bride-wealth in 50pound sacks. A Tanzanian witch
doctor's fortune-telling apparatus may
consist of a few coffee-beans tossed
into the air and "read" by the pattern
into which they fall. It is said that the
murder of President Lincoln was
predicted when his cook read the
coffee-grounds at the bottom of his
cup.
The coffee-bean has contributed to
some other noteworthy beverages.
Coffee-wine made from fermented
berries is still served in Jamaica, and a
hot sweet drink the color of honey,
called quishir, is made from the outer
husk of the coffee-bean in Arabia. On
the island of Java the natives made a
powerfully stimulating beverage from
the leaves of wild coffee-trees. Perhaps
the most familiar coffee derivative is
soluble (instant) coffee, which was
invented in Tokyo in 1842 by Dr.
Sartori Dato. His 'coffee-powder' was
the product of a complex and ex
pensive process — it sold for about
eleven dollars a pound.
What is so unique about coffee that
should bring it to such heights of
esteem? We may note with some
surprise that this quintessential bean
was originally exploited as a source of
food rather than drink, and that as
such, it never enjoyed much popularity.
Although the bean contains an ap
preciable amount of protein (14
percent) along with vitamins A, B, and
C, some fat and little sugar, it also
possesses notable amounts of tannin.
Some botanists believe that tannin
appears in many plants such as tea,
kola, nuts, acorns, and the Gambier
tree (used to dye leather and make
chewing gum) because tannin is bitter
and slightly poisonous, and so
discourages animals from devouring
posterity unborn in the seed. For this
reason coffee was probably a wellknown but unattractive food source in
Africa for centuries.
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The three sister-species Coffea
arabica, C. robusta, and C. liberica
have several relatives that also contain
tannin, the most distinguished of these
being Cinchona, a Brazilian tree
famous for producing quinine, the first
effective remedy for malaria; and
lpecacuanaha, the Aztec name for
"road-side sick-making plant", this
herb's principal claim to fame being its
ability to induce vomiting.
Many other plants that make tannin
also produce caffeine, and are used as
stimulants. In fact of all caffeine
sources coffee-beans rank among the
lowest. Tea leaves contain nearly twice
as much, although most of it remains
in the leaves (a fact which does little to
affect tea's universal appeal as, second
only to alcohol, the world's favorite
drink). Whereas coffee-beans are about
1.5 percent caffeine, kola nuts (used in
Cola-cola) are about 2 percent, the
South American plants guarana and
mate' each contain about 3 percent,
while khat, a kind of chewing-gum of
the Middle East, and yoco, the "ben
zedrine breakfast" of Brazilian Indians,
boast over 6 percent. Even coffee
leaves contain more caffeine than the
beans and one might wonder how
these beans have become so precious.
Possibly the answer lies somewhere in
the 117 volatile aromatic oils that
compose coffee's rich sensuous flavor,
brought to a glorious taste of chemical
perfection by a careful process of
roasting and drying.
And yet, the essence of coffee in
today's world is its ability to fling open
wide the morning shutters of the mind
and to unveil the subtle magnificence
of life, which one is so apt to miss at
seven o'clock in the morning.
What restless spirit lurks within your
cup, waiting to banish the weariness
that forces us to while away a third of
our lives in idle sleep? The magic is due
to the alkaloid caffeine (respectfully
known as trimethyl xanthin), a potent
stimulant of the central nervous
system, exciting the heart to beat
quickly and forcefully, the lungs to
breathe deeply and (as every coffeelover knows) inspiring the kidneys
above and beyond the call of nature.
The spinal cord shivers with energy,
the skin sparkles with beads of sweat,
the muscles of the arms and legs
contract and become strengthened, the
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A Cairo Coffee House
brain is thrown into a frenzy of
organized activity, as suggested by
Honore' de Balzac in his Treatise on
Modem Stimulants:
'This coffee plunges into the stomach
and immediately there is overall
commotion. The mind is aroused and
ideas pour forth like the battalions of
the Grande Armee on the field of
battle, and the fight begins. Memories
charge at full gallop, their banners
flying in the wind. The light cavalry of
comparisons
deploys
itself
magnificently; the artillery of logic
hurries in with their train of am
munition; flashes of wit pop up like
sharpshooters. Similies arise and the
paper is covered with ink for the
struggle commences and concludes
with torrents of the black liquid, just as
a battle with the powder."

Balzac himself waxed eloquent while
under the influence' — he is estimated
to have consumed 50,000 cups of
coffee while writing La Comedie
Humaine.
As with most chemicals of ecstasy,
however, the joy gives way to pain.
Caffeine races through your aroused
system, is filtered out through the
filamentous tubules of the kidneys, and
comes to rest in a urinary limbo. The
energetic thrust falters and without the
caffidgety kiss of life the body sags, the
muscles ache, the taut arteries droop.
The nerves grow strained and irritable
as a dull throb blossoms in your skull.

Here begins the peculiar love-hate
relationship between caffeine and
corpus.
Unlike many poisons, though,
caffeine is a lenient one, for the human
body can absorb vast amounts before
the effects even become un
comfortable. Considering that there
are about 200 milligrams of caffeine in
a good strong cup of coffee, it would
take from 100 to 150 cups (6 to 9
gallons) swallowed instantaneously to
cause death. Even this can be stretched
as tolerance builds up: Voltaire was
said to drink nearly a hundred cups a
day, and when his doctor warned him
that coffee was a slow poison, he
replied "I think it must be, for I have
been drinking it for eighty years now
and I am not dead yet."
But the antics of a chemical are no
excuse for that tingling enchantment
that jolts us into life again, a critical
supplement to an insufficient night's
rest — or none at all. Combined with
milk and sugar its nutritious value and
warmth have pulled many a chilly,
dog-tired soldier through the day —
soldiers have been known to abandon
ammunition rather than let their
coffee-supplies be captured, and many
chose to drink only coffee because it
kills typhus germs. Today the coffeebreak has become a unique period of
social interaction which may soon be
listed among initiation rites, weddings,
and peace conferences.
Verily, without that morning cup (or

three) our society would disintegrate:
early morning business would fall prey
to last night's pleasures for all but the
most nervous insomniacs. Without
that essential break, typists would peck
listlessly, crossing out error after error
while uninspired writers would stare
lethargically out the window.
Courtroom dramas and board
meetings would be punctuated with
stifled yawns. The artistic world
would plummet as composers slept
through their own operas and dancers,
dozing in the wings, would miss their
cues. Illicit amphetamines would
become indispensable for policemen
and exam-ridden students, while
napping nightwatchmen and snoozing
sentries would be at the mercy of their
foes.
Indeed, coffee plays a small part in
our bustling world, putting off the
seductive but inconvenient temptation
to sleep. But perhaps coffee's fragrant
innocence obscures its true nature. We
can claim to be wiser than those
prohibitive monarchs of old, but we
are creatures of habit and all too often
the little pleasures we adopt to keep us
smiling can become demons who draw
the nerves in like reins until we are at a
loss to enjoy life without them. In this
stressful, overanxious world relaxation
is a forgotten art. Sip thoughtfully; the
danger is not in your cup. As the
Sultan of Egypt observed, even the
sacred waters of Zamzam may be
abused.
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Heiligenblut, Austria 1976
by Philip Church

A Crusader made it home, here,
to this sudden relic in the Alps,
with a vial of martyr's blood
amber, now, in the candleglow
of the landmark chapel
tourists leave alone.
A yard sale of jumbled
graves up and down the steep,
stone-stepped churchyard,
ranked tight as refugees,
along the handhewn foundations.
The Alpine slopes and peaks
close into their distances.
The lost mountaineers, their
names, families, causes of
death, enshrined here in a
separate niche for the elite,
for those who farm the mountain:
"Struck by lightning."
"Killed in an avalanche."
"Lost in the snow."
Tost." "Crushed."
"Fell off the mountain."

No place is only what it seems,
but no place I've ever been
so openly secrets its history.
Or, history is Heiligenblut.
A medieval chapel, sweetish
dank from tallow candles, trod
hewn stone, years of blooms
ranked against a wall of wars,
mounds of guttered candlewax
in tin sockets; faded ribbons,
a swastika chiseled in, off.
Down stone steps worn as turf,
through wooden doors handworn
and almost too human to touch.
The flickering, groined vault
like a waxen human heart
sanctified beyond all deaths
in the mountains, in France,
Poland, the Ukraine, Berlin.

I

Fathers, brothers, grandmothers
sitting bowed to the worn tables,
in the pastoral ghetto behind
the hofbrau and red geraniums,
remembering the last Christmas,
and spring on the mountain
where death is virginal.

26

In America, I have come upon the
mossy, overgrown graves of Civil War
veterans, Midwest settlers, canal
and lake boatmen, Moundbuilders
and gandy-dancer Irishmen, their
bones, as their headstones, grew
back into the land. But here,
the dead all belong to history,
to paternal towns. Holy Church,
for the land is utterly peopled.
The dates mark defeat in two homeland,
alien wars, and keep the dead alive
longer than they ever lived in America,
where we inhabit, yet, a Wilderness
and history is the short memories
of survivors of myths, legends.

A curious pathos leads me
to examine carefully each
infant-sized grave, with a snapshot
silver-framed on each headstone, the
iron urns of flowers, a few fresh,
the unearthly, lit candles whose flames
are nearly extinct in the pale sunlight
of a late September afternoon, the
elaborate, over-wrought tin crosses.
But most, the little photographs:
boys and men with the chastened
pallor of recruitment, farmsons
ranked for their "regimental" shot,
stern, bravely afraid, tailored
in their Second and Third Reich
uniforms, their displaced eyes,
pre-formed cheeks and lips, their
clean, killing innocence,
cursed by too much Past.

In the chapel, my Czech friend's
old mother lights a candle
for her mother. If I could,
I would light a candle, pray
for one or two of the earth's dead.
But, American, I stand strangely
disembodied in Heiligenblut,
stunned clear-visioned
by a vial of blood, centuries
cold, coagulated into dusty pitch.
Is it really blood? No. No.

Conveyed to this Alpine postcard
of a "stop'' to be "educated," I
stood beyond the ranked Porsches,
BMWs, $100 ski-sweaters, gaitered
and sunglassed Bavarians, to puzzle
the forty or fifty stained photos
of war-dead, out of what total
Population, a few thousands, in
1938? History, reality, illusion
merged, re-emerged and submerged:
dates: 1880-1914. 1900-19-17.
1918-1940. 1920-1944. 1928-1944.
Who are the living, in Heiligenblut?
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Burning Your Letter At The Kitchen Stove

v.

I burn your letter
at the kitchen stove,
starting with the corner.
The flames erase your signature;
they cauterize even the word "love."
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Stretching up, the fire
''ghts my fingers.
It consumes my hand,
mV WI"ist, my arm, my shoulder —
My body burns in the kitchen
still holding the empty phone in one hand
and this burning promise of a letter
'n the other.
The fire spreads across the telephone wires
estroying every house in this exchange,
ames form pillars and whirlwinds
and ignite everything in their dance.
The city burns except, of course,
Vour building. Apartment 38 stands untouched,
With a forceful solemnity in the middle
0 endless constructions of flame.
^ithin, Icy and safe from all this,
°u carefully compose your next letter.
By James Agnew
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The Concession Stand
by C. B. Coleman

T

hrough the distorting fabric of the screen door I
could see the field across the road that
|stretched all the way to the base of the hills. The
green, jagged formations tapered down into the more
[•liable acreage of the Tennessee valley. It was hot out and
stayed in the front room. I turned on the television set
and waited a few minutes for it to warm up. Arranging the
antennae on the top of the set I tried to get a better
reception. The image on the screen zigzagged and then
straightened up. As I switched the knob I saw there were
cartoons, old movies and evangelical programs being
roadcast, the latter evoking my guilt about the lack of
organized religion in my life.
My favorite television program was 'leave it to
Beaver." The program came on in the afternoon. It was an
oppressive summer day when my program was interrupted
and I was forced out on to the front porch to see what was
appening. My anxiousness had been mounting as I began
Watch the Program. Starting with a small, bristling point
•r> [he center of the screen, like a long awaited constellation, it expanded until it covered the entire screen. On
, \aded b,ack and white screen Beaver's smiling face,
8 owing with wholesomeness and mischief, appeared faithu y. It invigorated me to the extent that I squirmed in
my a"n cbair, as if I wanted to leap into the screen, past
some barrier, and become a part of the program itself. The
rim of his baseball cap turned up, a lock of frolicsome
air over his brow. He received my adulation, his beaming
om pi ex,on invigorated me. As he talked with his brother
a"y all the dialogues were understandable.
1
there< an enfeebled screeching let loose over the
f. [J
Acr
SS
ml '
° the emP{y asphalt road was a shirtless old
an, outfitted in tattered overalls and broggans, running
ra'ght across the unplowed field. He looked so ludicrous
°*s|des his frenzied running he had thrust into the air a
broken cutlass. There was a passionless sky above him,
arr°w anj c]OU{je(j over
QU man screechecj across
he

°f fie,d witb 3 monotonous determination. As
an he raised his knees with such strain it looked as
ugh he couldn't endure it much longer. I thought the
ion was going to do him in. It was a miracle that he
Was
running at all for he looked to be well past sixty. On
n°^-^C d'slance bel*veen us I was unsure of what he
8; And although I'm unsure of the exact uttera °
definitdy
sounded bke be was cussing in his
bar T*
audlb,e
enfeeb
watch
'
led voice. From my front porch I
e
m rampage like some embittered confederate
an

eXpa nse
L

r

Vlect'ic^Jd^'k f"0m FI°renCe'

Alabama' and

describes himself as
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rebel coming back to demand his respect. The old crank
ran for a considerable distance, until his lungs must have
become inflamed and he lay prone on the dry field. I
couldn't tell whether he was senile, the victim of some
organic degeneration, or what. Cautious of the old man, I
didn t approach him since I had no reason to. I just hoped
he didn t alternate his direction and make an assault on my
front porch. He ran and hollered until his animosities
ceased. In a short while a pickup truck would stop by the
side of the road and take him away. I remained uninformed
to who this man was that picked the old codger up. The
man got out of his pickup and stood patiently by the edge
of the field. On his last leg the old codger stooped there in
the dirt, on his knees, his shallow chest heaving. One last
curse. He was strong-armed into the cab of the truck, being
quite recalcitrant.
I went back in and watched the truck leave from my
front window. I was irritated about being drawn away
from my television program. I wondered how he had gotten
so far in the first place. The nearest farmhouse is almost a
mile away. Although if I squint, I can see the outbuildings
in the distance; depleted gray structures, displaying a faded
chewing tobacco advertisement.

I

briefly saw the old coot another time, this
time out in public. That summer I had an unimaginable occupation. It was late August and I was
operating a concession stand at the county fair. There was
a striped awning over the front of the stand, red and white!
I had a prime location, my stand was located between the
shooting gallery and the cotton candy stand. Looking
down the crowded midway, I watched all the fair goers
wandering from attraction to attraction. There were the
numerous agricultural exhibits, the blue ribbon winners
standing proudly next to their livestock. Of course there
was the demolition derby which drew a large crowd.
Last year at the fair, 1968, few people paused at the
stand. Not many even stopped to inquire what it was I was
doing there. One night I spotted the old codger who had
been running across the field. At the time he was being
accompanied by a middle aged couple who were walking
with him arm in arm. He didn't look very manageable. His
visit to the fair must have been one of his few ventures out
into public. As he was walking down the midway he
looked over toward my concession stand. He had
recognized me. He gave me a sidelong stare and his lips
puckered vehemently.
Some of the passersby would pause at my stand. Old men
with undershot jaws, tugging on their narrow striped
suspendors. They would be standing there on the trampled
ground, peering in at the bare space behind me. They

looked somewhat puzzled, at least I gathered they were.
Looking at me through their thick bifocal lenses and
squinting unhospitably, they must have been wondering
what it was I was peddling or promoting.
What was it they figured?
Some sort of perverse gospel to renovate their
spirituality?
Or perhaps a tonic to get their lethargic spermatazoa
mobile once again?
Middle-aged and elderly ladies, taking notice of my
inviting smile, would pause for a moment. They would be
gracious these ladies, addressing me in sincere, interested
voices. They had baroque eyeglasses, the style that have
the corners flared. I would raise off my elbows and
straighten my posture when these ladies inquired. Their
rouged lips would become pursed with indignation when
they were't able to find out what I was doing there. That
was my main perversity: I had no merchandise of pam
phlets to identify with my occupation.
I watched the dirt turn to mud when the rains came. Last
year it rained quite a bit. The sky would look to be on the
brink of rain. The clouds would come rumbling in and
send the folks scattering for cover or opening their colorful
umbrellas. The rain would come hard and sporadic,
dribbling over my awning. At night large light bulbs that
were strung around the midway would provide some
spotty illumination. You could hear the people directing
their fire at the revolving targets at the shooting gallery
and gleeful shouts when they won. As I sat there on my
stool, my elbows on the counter, observing all the activity,
I thought that it was no use. I thought that I should have
been home, in my remote farmhouse that my father had
left me, sitting in front of the television.
One night before I closed my stand up, I had a visitor. It
was raining awfully hard and an obese middle-aged man
was walking along the row of concession stands, under the
shelter of the awning. He was wearing a bright plaid sports
jacket that looked like it was going to split at the seams on
account of his flabby, overlapping torso. Certainly wasn't
a timid man, a smile surrounding his face, a hand ready to
shake yours, no matter how lowly you might be. He
looked to be a salesman or a minor politician. It turned out
that he was an independent business man who owned a
seed and grain store in a neighboring town. He handed me
his business card.
"Hey. Whatcha selling Mister7" he asked in bustling
voice.
"Nothing."
"Well, "he said dissatisfied with my reply, "if yew ain't
selling anything, than what are yew doing? Yew handing
out pamphlets fer some organization?" He stepped back
from the counter, into the rain, to see if there was some
poster displayed across the top of the stand. "Four-H?"
"Nope. Four-H is over yonder." I pointed across the
midway.
"Now yew ain't one of them Harey Chrisna fellas are
yew?" he asked with a trace of suspicion in his voice.
"No sir, I don't even know what you're talking about." I

Peter Woytuk

told this man politely. I could only expect him to persist to
inquire why I was set up in that empty concession stand.
He just stuffed wads of cotton candy into his mouth, and
fixed his eyes on me in a curious, puzzled way.
"Yew know Mister, seems sorta odd you're standing here
and yew ain't selling a damn thing."
"Ain't that the truth."
I knew this ambiguity was no basis for a conversation.
He must have been wondering about my motivations. But
then he seemed just as ambiguous; just as shady. He
grinned, which I thought was unusual, letting the cotton
candy dissolve in his cavernous mouth. I wasn't prepared
for such receptive looks. It seemed like there was
something unbelievable about the expression of his face. 1
thought I saw a familiarity between the two of us (A
quality that would provoke an enchanting understanding).
A conversation elapsed. He made humorous pokes at my
occupation. Yes, humor, a great last resort to break down
one's impassive ramparts. And I laughed at all his jokes, no
matter how bad they were. He did most of the talking, and
I didn't interrupt him too often. It was a dull, yet sincere
conversation in which he seemed to easily and
unknowingly reveal himself. Among other things he told
me that he had five employees in his business. I listened
intently as he leaned against the stand and rested his elbow
on the counter.
We must have been talking for about a half an hour. It
was difficult to get a word in edgewise considering the
combustion-like motion of his mouth. He told me how he
occupied his free time: "Sometimes I get into my brandnew
Mercury and drive through the outskirts of town, out into
the country. I usually stop at this garbage dump on the
edge of town. Yew know," he said thoughtfully, "there"5
something about the place. I get out of the car and sort
32
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through the rubbish."
He continued to tell me how interesting he found the
refuse piles, due to the size and diversity of the garbage
deposited. It was there that he would get out of his Mer
cury and start sorting over the mound of refuse. He
remarked that he enjoyed looking at all the relics; the
empty cartons, discarded baby dolls with blinking eyes,
junked appliances. "Yew know, I can contemplate at that
place," he said. I don't know, but his enthusiasm reached
the point of religiosity. I could imagine him down on his
overlapping knees. He looked me straight in the eyes and
said he would pray to sweet Jesus for all the genuine
posterity that had been beamed into his life.
By the end of our conversation his voice had become
unanimated. The smile and cheerful combustion had
disappeared from his face. He straightened up and looked
at me sort of shamefaced, as if he had been making a
midnight confession to a prostitute. I wondered if I had
done wrong by engaging him in a little harmless con
versation. He stepped back from the counter and crumpled
up the paper cone that the cotton candy was wrapped
around. Resuming his smile he threw the crumpled paper
to the ground. Before he walked off I extended to him a slip
of paper which had my address on it.
"What's this for?" he asked gruffly.
"My address, just in case you might be out my way and
want to stop by."
"Now why would I want to do that7 Hell, I don't even
know yew." He gave me a scornful look and walked off
down the crowded midway. The rain had tapered off.
After some time has passed it all seems a strange,
ungainly gesture. What I did made me feel uncomfortable.
I must have wanted to continue our conversation. I closed
my stand up early that night, tying down the canvas in
front, not expecting any more prospects. The fat man was
correct. What did I think I was doing?, my unimaginable
occupation. I was feeling inchoate, incapable of reaching
any conclusion. What was it I was approaching so awk
wardly? Looking for those deep expressions of symmetry. I
walked across the fair ground, past the ferris wheel and
other attractions to the muddy parking lot.
The next few mornings found me burrowed in the covers
of my bed. An old round fan blowed across my bed. The
black fan made wobbling semi-revolutions. Sleep consoled
me, inhabited by mediocre dreams. My anxieties didn't
protrude into my bed, four posters tapering up into the
scaly fruit; pine cones. Sleep became not only a physical
requirement, but my most active hobby. I thought that I
should have written down a neat description of those
unconcious shades, classify them (according to texture and
variety) and paste them on black construction paper. Point
to them as tokens of goodness and understanding.
But I would wake up, and go into the kitchen on the
front of my house. Barefooted on the cold linoleum, I
looked out the window as I fixed my breakfast. There were

little ceramic knickknacks lining the windowsill over the
sink. As I was cracking an egg over the frying pan of hot
grease I heard that eerie hollering let loose over the field. I
put down the egg and went out on to the front porch. I sat
down in the lawn chair on the front porch to watch his
rampage.
his time I had installed a safeguard in case he planned
to make an assault. There were two closely
JL spaced oak trees in my front yard, one on each side of
the sidewalk that led down to the road. I had strung a piece
of rope that had once been a dog's leash between the two
trees, about two feet off the ground. I didn't expect to have
to use this measure, since the old codger would have to
assemble enough energy to traverse the ditch on the other
side of the road.
This time he had changed his direction, from going
straight across the field, parallel to the road, to straight for
my front porch. He kept coming, huffing and straining, the
saber raised in the air. To may amazement he did manage
to get over the ditch. After he tripped he went flying face
first a couple of feet and landed on the cracked concrete
sidewalk. I raised up off my chair, startled at his vigor and
thankful that he hadn't reached my porch. There was no
telling what he would have done if he had reached the front
stoop. He just laid there for a moment, sprawled
helplessly, dazed and whimpering. He had let go of his
cutlass when he hit the ground and it landed in the sparse
grass off to the side. He had badly scraped his knees and
elbows.
"You crazy old man, what did you do that for?" I asked
him in a scolding tone as I stepped off the front stoop.
"Yew fucker," he mumbled as he looked up at me.
Despite his suffering I was glad that his assault had been
thwarted. I assisted him off the ground, despite his cussing
at me. Soon a pickup drove slowly by and pulled over to
the side of the road. A middle-aged man got out, looked at
me grimly, and walked the old man over to the truck. He
didn't say anything to me, but just drove off.
I went back into my house.
It's rotting nowadays, worm-eaten, the paint falling off
in slivers. It hasn't been kept up. I'm no handyman at such
things. No matter what its condition I go in and remain,
even if it collapses. As the rafters creak and come undone,
forming a pile of rough-hewn beams. I can hear it now as I
sit in my tattered armchair in my living room. I can hear
the structure coming unattached and wailing down on me.
Getting up from the armchair and making restless steps
across the carpet, I put music on. A scratched record on the
phonograph. The disk spins and coarse sound is emitted.
The music is removing, it displaces me, guides me like a
lilting, gifted bi*eeze. I concern myself with other things,
indulge my capacity for daydreaming, as if it hasn't had
enough. My reverie resides in this house, in this head, it
cannot expand. It would assail too badly.
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Book Review
The Stories of John Cheever
Alfred A. Knopf, 693 pp $15.00
novelists, but they have written fine short stories, perhaps
modern classics. Bernard Malamud, whose reputation was
established on his short stories, now writes novels almost
exclusively. Have we come to the point where the
panoramic, sweeping view of the novel is entirely ac
cessible? Perhaps; in fact, probably, at least to an im
portant extent. Yet it is an indication of the extent to which
the novel has come to occupy a place of importance, to the
point of obscuring the short story, that Ernest Hemingway
(whose place in the latter list some might consider an in
justice) is known as the author of A Sun Abo Rbes and A
Farewell to Arms, but rarely if ever as the man who in
troduced Americans to Nick Adams. The short story has
taken a step back from center stage; it is in a kind of partial
eclipse.
The eclipse is partial because, with the publication of
The Stories of John Cheever last fall, the short story
reasserts itself as an important and vital American genre.
Its significance is that it is a collection; these stories have all
appeared in print before, and their publication in one
volume is a tribute to their overall quality and to the
longevity of their author. Cheever himself is aware of this,
and his willingly spoken about his own stories, and the art
of the short story, in especially out-going fashion since The
Stories arrived on the bookstand. What he says reasserts
the value of the short story, and if at times his rhetoric is
too generous in its hyperbole, the substance of it is worthy
of note:

In the May, 1842 edition of Graham's Magazine, a writer
and occasional poet, Edgar Allan Poe, reviewed TwiceTold Tales, a collection of the essays and stories of
Nathaniel Hawthorne, which had originally appeared in
various publications. Poe had high praise for Hawthorne's
"pure essays," but his real interest, in fact his preoc
cupation, was Hawthorne's stories, to which he devoted
the last four-fifths of his review. But the review's
significance as a document of American literature lies not
in its author's analysis of Hawthorne's stories, but in his
general remarks about "the short prose narrative,"
requiring from a half-hour to one or two hours in its perusal.
The ordinary novel is objectionable, from its length ... As it
cannot be read at one sitting, it deprives itself, of course, of the
immense force derivable from totality. Worldly interest in
tervening during the pauses of perusal, modify, annul, or
counteract, in a greater or less degree, the impressions of the
book. But simple cessation of reading would, of itself, be
sufficent to destroy the true unity. In the brief tale, however,
the author is enabled to carry out the fulness of his intention,
be it what it may. During the hour of perusal the soul of the
reader is at the writer's control. There are no external or ex
trinsic influences — resulting from weariness or interruption.

Within the hyperbole of ratiocination which marks his
prose so clearly, Poe sought to establish the critical
justification for an emerging literary genre — the short
story. The development of the short story as a distinctive
literary genre occurred in both France and America at this
same time, but perhaps no one wrote so consciously of it as
Poe did. Certainly the short story seemed particularly
appropriate to the American scene of the first half of the
nineteenth century. The United States was expanding
geographically and already heterogeneous in population,
facts more conducive to the local color of the short story
than to the longer, sweeping view of the novel. There was
also a demand for short stories; magazines flourished and
proliferated, providing an ideal forum for short stories.
With its establishment as a literary genre came a group
of writers whose places in American literature rest on their
short stories. Besides Washington Irving and Poe, there are
Harte, Bierce, O. Henry and, more recently, Ring Lardner
and Aram Saroyan. And there is a long list of great
novelists whose shorter prose was successful, from
Melville and Twain through Dreiser, James, Fitzgerald,
Faulkner and Hemingway, and Steinbeck and Salinger.
Current American writers, for the most part, make the
latter list longer. The bulk of the work of Phillip Roth and
John Updike is in the novel, and we consider them

The novel, in all its greatness, demands at least some passing
notice of the classical unities, preserving that mysterious link
between esthetics and moral fitness; but to have this
unyielding antiquity exclude the newness in our ways of life
would be regrettable. This newness is known to some of us
through "Star Wars," to some of us through the melancholy
that follows a fielder's error in the late innings of a ball game.
In the pursuit of this newness, contemporary painting seems to
have lost the language of the landscape, the still-life, and _ most important — the nude. Modern music has been
separated from those rhythms and tonalities that are most
deeply ingrained in our memories, but literature still possesses
the narrative — the story — and he would defend this with
one's life.

The short story takes the pulse of the moment. Elasticity
marks it; theme and treatment are not subject to form in
the short story, as they are in the novel. Most importantly,
Cheever writes from the perspective of history; the short
story is a documentary of the minutae of the time in which
it was written, but it is foi the future of it is of the present.
Cheever's sense of the tradition is firm, and his concern for
it is great.

Rick Rosengarten is a senior Honors English major.
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And yet few collections of short story so faithfully
preserve consistency of theme and treatment as this one.
Few link so firmly the esthetic and the moral. Reading
through The Stories, I was struck with how easily and
smoothly they read as a group; it is a continuous ex
perience. The gaps of time are hardly reflected in these
pages. It is a phenomenon which is not simply explained by
the fact that most of these stories occur in "Cheever
country," the northeastern United States which he has
sketched with the suburban communities of Shady Hill and
Bullet Park. More to the point is that so many of the stories
are marked by the same concerns: the sumptuary laws
and cotillions; the five forty-eight and Saturday's lawn
party; the regularity of a pre-dinner martini. These are the
objects which mark the landscapes of our lives, and it is by
them that we discern change and mark the continuum of
our lives. The effect of these stories in collection is the
rhythmic effect of a good novel; they make the regularity
of daily existence, describe the schedules which order our
lives and — to the point — effect their quality. In 'The
Common Day," Jim is a businessman who spends
weekends with his wife and child and at his wife's inherited
summer home. In the course of a regular Saturday, with its
risings and dealings with the servants and his wife, he
comes to realize that the appearance of order has only the
infirm foundation of almost forgotten misunderstandings
beneath it. Yet he goes on, caught in the rhythm, living his
life, coping in a way that he (and we) are tempted to
consider dishonest. This is followed by 'The Enormous
Radio," in which a couple living in an apartment purchase
a radio which emits such high frequency waves with such
sensitivity that it picks up conversations from other
apartments. The wife listens in morbid fascination to the
particulars of other lives; decisions and affairs, arguments
and reconciliations work themselves out for her ears.
Finally she can not longer stand it, and spills her troubles
to her husband, who arranges for the radio to be fixed; it is
fixed, but she cannot shake the effect, to the point of
leading she and her husband into the arguments they have
heard but never before engaged in. The content is different,
but the concern very much the same. Cheever shows us,
graphically, how people deal with their lives, bringing us
to those very particular facts which exact the subtleties of
our days and ways.

"Come out of this gloominess. Come out of it. It's
only a summer day. You're spoiling your own good time and
you're spoiling everyone else's. We need a vacation, Tifty. I
need one. I need to rest. We all do. And you've made
everything tense and unpleasant. I only have two weeks in the
year. Two weeks. I need to have a good time and so do all the
others. We need to rest. You think that your pessimism is an
advantage, but it's nothing but an unwillingness to grasp
realities."
"What are the realities7" he said. "Diana is a foolish and a
promiscuous woman. So is Odette. Mother is an alcoholic. If
she doesn't discipline herself, she'll be in a hospital in a year or
two. Chaddy is dishonest. He always has been. The house is
going to fall into the sea." He looked at me and added, as an
afterthought, 'You're a fool."
"You're a gloomy son of a bitch," I said. "You're a gloomy son
of a bitch."
"Get your fat face out of mine," he said. He walked along.
Then I picked up a root and, coming at his back — although I
have never hit a man from the back before — I swung the
root, heavy with sea water, behind me, and the momentum
sped my arm and I gave him, my brother, a blow on the head
that forced him to his knees on the sand, and I saw the blood
come out and begin to darken his hair. Then I wished that he
was dead, dead and about to be buried, not buried but about
to be buried, because I did not want to be denied ceremony
and decorum in putting him away, in putting him out of my
consciousness, and I saw the rest of us — Chaddy and Mother
and Diana and Helen — in mourning in the house on
Belvedere Street that was torn down twenty years ago,
greeting our guests and our relatives at the door and answering
their mannerly condolences with mannerly grief.

Awakening from his fantasy of the funeral, the brother
drags Lawrence to the shore and helps him cleans up,
leaving him without a word. Soon after Lawrence returns
to the cottage and announces an early morning departure.
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Cheever's linking of the esthetic and the moral is never
so explicit as in "Goodbye, Mr Brother," the story of the
arrival of the youngest brother, Lawrence, and his family
at his family's yearly summer reunion. It is Lawrence's first
time for the reunion, but it is disappointing; he shares none
of the family's general enthusiasms for the sea and the
shore, and he displays an unerring eye for the sadder facts
of his family's lives. He ruins the spirit of everything, from
the summer dance to the nightly parties and the mystique of
the old cottage their father built. After trying to deal with
these differences in both fraternal and friendly ways, the
narrator — one of his two older brothers — joins him on
the beach:
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Will Not Appear in My Next Novel" are titles for
segmented descriptions of particular scenes or quests. A
girl watches a football game and momentarily draws the
crowd's attention; a man tries to stop smoking. These
subjects have a richness, a complexity when seen through
Cheever's eye. His conscious description, always im
peccably produced, runs through these stories, reminding
us that he is a painter as well as a philosopher, and a proud
painter, at that.
Cheever is American to his fingertips, reflecting in his
writing so many of the traditional concerns of American
fiction. His sense of the comic is broad and generous — the
smoker trying to stop smells different, highly cultivated
brands of tobacco in the most unlikely places — and his
characters constantly reveal the sense of engaging in a
quest the nature of which is a matter of some uncertainty.
But his place in our literature will be founded on the link he
provides with the American literary past. Ignore the
convenient, seemingly inevitable comparison with the
novel (Cheever is himself a highly decorated novelist), and
judge from the total effect of The Stories; here, surely, is
the sweeping view of the novel in the cumulative effect of
the collection.
When Henry James wrote on 'The Art of Fiction" he did
not bother to explicitly distinguish between short and long
prose narratives. "Catching the very note and trick, the
strange irregular rhythm of life, that is the attempt whose
strenuous force keeps Fiction upon her feet." Though his
examples spoke to the novel, his principles underlie the
more general art, and they are principles which Cheever
consistently practices in his stories. And why can we not,
finally, have both, in our fiction, the telling detail and the
sweeping view, the mirror of life and the lamp of
illumination? A question that is American in ambition, a
quest that John Cheever's fiction suggests to be more than a
dream for the future.
— Rick Rosengarten

Only mother awakens to see he and his family off, and in
the regret of his acts — the confrontation on the beach, and
the sleep through departure which nags at him — leaves
the narrator with an ambivalence born of regret and
outrage:
Oh, what can you do with a man like that? What can you do7
How can you dissuade his eye in a crowd from seeking out the
cheek with acne, the infirm hand; how can you teach him to
respond to the inestimable greatness of the race, the harsh
surface beauty of life; how can you put his finger for him on
the obdurate truths before which fear and horror are
powerless? The sea that morning was iridescent and dark. My
wife and my sister were swimming — Diana and Helen — and
I saw their uncovered heads, black and gold in the dark water.
I saw them come out and 1 saw that they were naked, unshy,
beautiful, and full of grace, and I watched the naked women
walk out of the sea.

It is a stunning conclusion, the classic figures consoling the
stricken conscience of the observer. "Goodbye, My
Brother" is explicitly moral, even religious, invoking as it
does so vividly the conscience and its sense of guilt's
manifestation through sin, and grace's through beauty.
One can do nothing with a man like Lawrence but live with
him, as one must live with the stubborn facts of life, the
source of the tragic and the comic, undeniably present,
unconsoling in their constancy.
If their rhythm and moral sense gives The Stories a
continuity which permits, and almost demands, a full
reading as with a novel, they are also marvellous in
dividual tales which stand solidly by themselves. Cheever
is in this sense a master of his craft, working with deft
strokes to fashion sketches and shades of moments and
aspects of character. He is boldly conscious of his craft:
"Paint me a wall in Verona, then, a fresco above a door
. . ." begins "Another Story"; "Three Stories,"
"Metamorphoses," and "A Miscellany of Characters That
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Should the feeling of it last
like an ache in the bony autumn cold,
I would branch into a sorrow tree and cry out —
my shadow would cover the area.

Rage, Rage
Should my father die, I would myself
go out under the blue sky
and there begin to dance

But suppose I see vagrant old death smoking Bull
Durham over a coffee can
stove in Nowhere,
Utah,

and would not stop
until at least the color of his eyes
had reappeared in wild animals,
or in sand, or in the dance itself.

in the vacant autumn air with larkspur fading
and a thousand empty trains converging on the night,
and if he smiles and carries a ragged roach to his lips
and falls into my father's lies,
speaking always for the fire,
and then if he looks up at me with my father's eyes,
what should I do7 What should I do?

Should winter, like a gloomy waitress,
bring his death around,
I would taste it, yes,
but only taste.

And could it be done with dignity and reason?
And would that be enough for my father,
my father?

Should someone require laughter of me
at the joke of his death,
I would throw up my hands like a Jew
become a hermit; I would fast.

by Donald Algeo
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